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honour had been demanded of us ? Do we hate war because we realize
it is the wrong way to settle disputes, or is our hatred of it part
and parcel of our fear? These are questions that must be answered
in the right way, if war is really to vanish from the earth.
The crisis over, however, what do we see? A more strenuous
race than before for armaments, a more comprehensive and in-
tensive organization than ever of all the resources available—
of men, women, money, skill and talent—in the event of war!
No avowed declaration that "war shall not be" from anywhere!
Is this not a recognition that war—however averted today—is
still hanging over our heads as the proverbial sword of Damocles?
To me as a woman it is painful to realize that my sex has
not contributed to world peace the quota that should be ours by
instinct and prerogative to contribute. It pains me to read and
hear of women's auxiliary corps being Organized, of women being
commandeered and volunteering to take their full share in the
actual fields as well as behind the lines. And yet, when war comes,
it is the women's hearts that are wrung in agony, it is their souls
that are scarred beyond repair. It is all so inexplicable. Why is
it that we have not chosen the better part through all the ages?
Why have we, without murmur, bowed the knee to hideous, soulless,
brute force? It is a sad commentary on our spiritual development.
We have failed to understand our high calling, I am quite con-
vinced that, if women could only have a heart-understanding of
the power and glory of non-violence, all would be well with the
world.
Why cannot you inspire and organize us women of India?
Why will you not concentrate on having us as your 'sword arm5 ?
How often have I longed for you to undertake an all India tour
just for this purpose? I believe that you would have a wonderful
response, for the heart of Indian womanhood is sound, and no
women, perhaps, in the world have finer traditions of sacrifice
and self-effacement behind them as we. Perhaps if you would
make something of us, we may, in however humble a manner,
be able to show the way of peace to a sorrowing and stricken
world. Who knows?
22-10-1938	A WOMAN
I publish this letter not without hesitation. The cor-
respondent's faith in my ability to stir the woman heart
flatters me.  But I am humble enough to recognize my

